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SONGg, OF THE REyOLUTION. 



AGAIfT ! AGAIp I 



Again, a P«opW«'raVHh$dTigKt ! 

Afatna forfeit ero.wn! i 
Again a Peopleii arm ^of might ! 

Again a tyrant down ! 
Again oppression sharp and sore ! 

Again the Holy War ! 
Again the happy end ! Once more 

Thf^ rigjjlj^w^ cong^rPir,! 

Nd fitlliltg f^om her aiH^ieAt fkme— 

Heroic Paris still — 
The holy city still the same— 

Subli?;jj^,,iaYJjj,9U)l^;! 
Those g^Qi^f,oiji^,W(>u^ds-rrtl\at noble blood, 

T^at h^jjy, .strp^rn again,, 
Agqin.that e^^h^efr^biipg flood — 

Once mojr^.tl^^ blwed.rain,! 

France up agsi^n .no more to tire-^ 
Do^.^Vflflf Ppppojhii^rled ! 
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The soul of France again on fire- 
Again a kindled world ! 

Bright Paris high o'er all the earthy 
The people's holy ground — 

Sweet Freedom's songs still sending forth— 
The Nations listening round ! 

costly crimson seed ! Thou must 
Not idly now be sown : 

This time the Monarch to the dust, 
The People to the throne ! 

The strife, the blood, the tears, the pain- 
Again ? — O nev«?, never ! 

The smile, the glory and the gain — 
Again ; again ; for ever ! 



GOD SAVE THU RBPUBLIG. 



Save the Republic, Lord ! 
Thou the Republic guard ; 
Thou her sharp, shining sword, 

Thou her strong shield ! 
Clothe her with majesty, 
Make her do gloriously. 
And for her victory 

Take Thott the Add ! 
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Fill her with light divine 
Full on the world to shine, 
Send her, good Angel Thine, 

Mightily forth ! 
Help her to work Thy will, 
Through hi^r Thy word fulfil, 
Through her be gracious still 

Over the earth ! 

Forth bid her spirit go 
'Gainst each world-wasting woe. 
Cast every tyrant low 

Under her feet I 
Let feeble wronged Right 
In her strength take dehght ; 
And her sweet, avff ul might 

All nations greet ! 

While stay the Earth and Sea 

Let her eternal be ! 

May the true life from Thee 

Die in her never ! 
Save the Republic, Lord I 
Thou the Republic guard — 
On her all grace be poured 

Now and for ever ! 



TBA^s AND miLm. 

Weep, Paris, for thy glorious dead ; 
Weep o'er thy heroes riain ; 
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Yet smile, to <0 • ! jaQt aqw JbaVie bled 

Thy «iartyiM9aDfi*ifi iBiin. . 
To thkik .upoD 4by imd JboWiaadrr- 

§uch tears bow holjrdweet ! 
To hail the life ib»yf gav9ihow^d — 

Suoh BDulfi Jhow il0ly4Uf)$lt ! 

Thy martyrs fell — aiwj thou hast risen ; 

They died — ^and thou dost live : 
Thy glowing, aaul^ath burst Jb^^prison, 

Their blood jbhe> vafsath Aoik give. 
But not for tftiM ailMne the^ lell. 

Not they alofie iPAp. pnj^e ; 
every lamlsbattlo^iv AfiSKL vmli-^ 

For «Tei7 kad \b»y ditdi. 

The worid shall weep those tears of thine ; 

The world shall smile with thee ! 
Embmce 4hy martyrs as ^vine, . 

Proclaim their saooiify. 
No less a gl9iy tamt iimy « jir a . ^ 

Who eveiy. ww9g redneMed ; 
Nor less than aUltb^.'Wprli^sb^Mld mourn 

Wher^dUi.^h«.worM WM i)k3sed ! 



"THE WEAKNESS OF GOD IS STRONGER THAN MEN/ 



Throne^ that mighty hosts begirt—- 
Throne that subtlest wits upheld — 

Throne th^t pV9ud}y cb^lj^pged hivt*-*- 
Thron^ in splwd^ur that .^^jopll^— 
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Throne so mighty yesterday^— 
Wherefore hast thou passed away ? 

Not by armies armies fell ; 

Not by swords were swords subdued ; 
All unarmed, invincible, 
The majestic people stood ! 
'Neath its leornful glance alone 
Vanished that mighty Throne ! 

Round the feeble men of might, 
* Lo, the mighty weaklings pour ! 

See, the warrior dares not smite—- 
List, the cannon dares not roar. 
How should armed hosts advance 
'Oainst the awful soul of France ? 

Man upspringeth bold, sublime — 

Arms sink down ashamed^ weak : 
Warriors ! now hath gone your time- 
Humble are ye now and meek 1 
Not for you the Victory I 
Not from you the Sovereignty 1 

Right is now at one with Power — 

Glory to the Spirit's sword 1 
Now hath come the holy hour, 

Forth hath gone the glorious word,-^ 
Might is with the Soul alone, 
•Tis the Soul that fills the Throne ! 
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THB WORLD'S PRAYER TO PRANCE. 



And dost thou breathe, undying France f 

And dost thou burn again 7 
Doth thy majestic soul advance 
To its old hero -strain f 
Methought thy mighty heart was gone. 
And mine was almost turned to stone. 

For still my life from thee I learn ; 
Still ba^athes my soul of thee ; 
WiHi thy eontigioiia fira I bum ; 
Thy quenching qUencheth me t 
When thdu ait strong, when Ihoit att htighty 
Inotiiihg lack of life and light. '' ' ' 

Still for thyceoid's impassioned clasp i 

t pray not 'fbf thy sword — 
No more on me thine armed grasp I 
WeiVioime my Spirit-Lord ! 
I would not ndw thy warriors task— 
Thy ixkielhtiermen of might I ask. 

go-fotfibfe me brave and bright— = 
Divine disliVerance give ! 

1 covef *f6t to se^^h^ light ; 
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gently^ pofely do thou bam ! 
Thy holy fire I needs moi t leam. 

Show me a people strong, sublimei 

Sovereign, yet gracious still : 
ITien would I to thy glory climb, 
Thy biddings bright fulfil : 
Then thou, dear France, eternally 
Shalt exercise sweet sovereignty 1 



THE SOVEBEIGN PBOPLB. 



Sovereign People ! all assemble j 

All have honoiu>-*aU have figkt-^ ' 
Who will tarty ? who dares tiemblet 
• M have majesty and might! . / 

Each the same high pathway treadietib^. 

Wealth no key and Want no bar ! 
Over all the gloiy qpieadetk-* 
Who would keep himself afar t ^ 



Sovereign People I toively, loudly '^: 

Utter all thy glorious hope j 
Wield thy greatness--gather proudly^ 

All those royal gannents up ! 
Of thy princedom take possession-^ r, 

People, to the throne advanoe.l 
Dare the brave, aublime. professions*^. 

France alone dqth govern Fiance J 



•.M 



■ I 
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Sovereign People ! nobly» sweetly 

Work thy will^ maintain thy right — 
Show thy sovereignty completely — 

Show the gentieneas of might ! 
Sovereign People ! feel it glory 

Servant of the Lord to be : 
how sweet will sotmd thy atoiy. 

Record of. hiaSoverttgAty ! 



LAMABTINE. 



Poet celestial ! whose sweet soul ascends 
Each holy hmgf^ Sotereign of Saored Song^ 

To whom the Spirit in awe^ lavish lenda 
The fire seiaphic ; must the angal-thiong 
Resign thee, to the strife so wild and atjR^Dg 1 

Yet suits it not celestial souls like thisiey 

To help the awful hour and speed the Birth Divine ? 

By thee the Spirit apeaketh : to thine hand 
Should not all tasks of strain subUmest faH,^^ 

Fulfilment 1^^ of ea^ divine command 9 
*Tis for tome soul harmofiiotts, musici^, 
Where breaithe the melodies celestaal^ 

To yield the woild that awful harmonyi 

The mighty atusie of divine Democncyv 

Pilgrim of the Hdy Land, whose feet 
More precioM left the golden Orient J 
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No pilgrim art thou now— no mourner sweet 
O'er glory gone,; thy mighty pains are spent 
To light a glory yet more excellent : 
To kindle a new East thy brave endeavour — 
To m^k^ttlu^ ow,J^ devJjianQe a Hojy JLand lor ever ! 

Historian me^ of tfaos4 aspirants Mght ^ ^ 
Who fondly Ihred and noWy died for France : 

streameth not on thee dWner light ? 

not withoijft the Lord dbst thou advance — 
For thee and Heaven no dreary severance ! 

How shall thj.p^qplet^ks the glorious road 

When thou, he^ lef^DgSoul^ dost. ask. the. way of God ? 

Prophet and Rider in'Diat awfid hour 

When her new pbrtimi France' si^Htttel^ chose ; 

Thou Orphett^ of'th^ qneffiDg; <)ti^lc^en!ng poWer^ 
Who breathest ofi ibti' sea diving tepo^^— 
That sea^tha): at ^hy, bidjdiQg awful rps9 ; 

Angel of that strange wild Democracy ; 

Still may the Music mpye^the sweet Might ^y with 
Ihee! 

Nurse of a new-botn ^<xy, faallower. 
Leader and Lover of thy mighty FEaaoe,— « 

Of gracious P^ai^ h^i^oniou^f jpi^ssjem^r,'— 
Who tajp^. of .^ souls sweet cogoizfu^^, 
Who walkest 'n^k tk^ £t^m^ Ra4jiai»6f|j 

shall th^, world, thw^ai^Ql-vipit riigbt ? 

Thy France in /SOQth n^uat j»lHniB.l..tihe ^^j^Q^a aU be 
bright ! 



^ TheGirondiBit. 
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AWFUL NOBODIES. 



Poor they were for France who fought— 
Lowly tbey for France who fell ; 

Of hei: Kweetness h^ they nought-— 
Yet who Ipved her half sp w^ll 1 

They yjrhga^ pi^rt w her was pj^in, 

Helped her to this glorious gain. 

Life and Light were all their store :— 
How the treasure they resign ! 

Could they give it. q'w i^n4. Q*fir ^ 
the Prodiguls diYin^ 1 

Tbay to wbfm ^^ w^ ^^^^ ^^^ 

Qladly^ F<!>^%> 8^^^. ^^ ^• 

Hard the hands that fought her fight : 
Sore their toil who toiled here : 

They so stinted of delight 

Furnished France this glorious cheer. 

Did they not in toil expeed ? 

Yet wm tjiQir* this Qiighti^t d^ed ! 

Weak and helpless seemed they :— 
Who would not such champions slight ? 

Yet they made victorious way — 
Yet they mastered Monarch-might ! 

In her weaklings France was strong ; 

Trampled men redressed her wrong ! 

Men despised her glory wrought — 
Mean their ^Mk, ob»e«re each name-^ 
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Yet this mATvel bright th#y brought 

To enrich the mouth of Famf . 
Who havft lifted France aiQ high ? 
This unknown Nobility ! 



GOB 3AVE THE PEOPLE, 

DOMINE 8ALVUM tAC POPVLDM. 

God save the People all ! 
Let thy dear blessing fall 

Upon us every one ! 
All lift to the» one eye, 
One voice to thee ^oth qry — 

hoQJ^ paoiouB all upon ? 

The People standeth here— 
The People prays thy cheer — 

The People reigneth now ! 
Confirm the People's reign — 
The People's throne Q^aintaia*^ 

H^r own Almighty Thpu ! 

Lives one tQo poor to pray t 
Lives one too sirong to stay 

His spirit i^pon Thin^ % 
Is one too high for sin ? 
Breathes one too mean to win 

Glory and strength divine ? 

Then, Lord, the People take : 
Noble and kin^y make 
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Thy !«f^ thfe ^e&fib aiikd, 
Thy smile upon her tasks — 

make her work divme ! 
Strong, steadfast stand this throne ! 
The People istts thereon : 

Ne'er may the People fall ! 
No filing ctf her inight— 
N» jwiiing» of her l^blr— . .. 

God save the People all ! 



NOTHING SlI»pSjR,.NqWl^ GRBAT. 

Suddenly eye tne^teth eye — 
Suddenly he&tt ftndeth heart — 

Sudden^L9ye>. ffM^^A ^f^-rfr . 
Sudjd«i^,^i8 depoipus j^(^:t : 

Gracioi^^jgifti? pa^e has^e Jto.J)less : 

Sweetfi#,thing8 love ,sud4QRns8i|i, 

Suddfeftly the Holy Ghdst 

Maketh soWie sore sintier whole : — 
Suddefilyr tite. Heavenly. Host 

Shinefch round some humUe> scftil : 
Angel-vitiU still, eurpiiser— 
Things divine do saddsn risei 

Sudden to a nation's heart 

Comes the brave indignant glow ; 

Sudde^.doUi^tise l^ra^t stiirir*-! 
Sudden faUs^bi Peo{»le'§ bkiwj 



dbyGoogk 



u 

Awful guestsno biddipg wi^i>-~ 
NemeBiB barsta thrp* the gfite !• 

France upsprkng at otife' Brave bdiiiid- 
Fell the Traitor 1by one 'stVoke ! 

Suddenly 'fhe ^WM sbuhd' 

Full on the glad'hatlons tifbt* : 

What a gloriousi suddenness 

Doth the soul of France possess 1 

Plunges down a hiaughty TPbrone — 
Up a new-born glory springs ! 

Awful Strife hatli all her own ; 
Peace a sudden radiance Hings ! ' 

Never dia the world dfelight 

In a birth so sudden-bright ! 



OOMB ov ! 



laggard world ! laggwd world I 

Must France for ever win ? 
When down thy Tyrants may be hudedi 

must I still begin ? 
Still must tl^ou tarry for my hand 

Before thou bold mayst \)e ? 
Still must thy daring mine demand-^ 

Thy life be born of me ? 

Hast thou been waiting w«aril|t 
Till I again waij bold? - . 
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Why not be firtt in valiancy— 

Thy daring mine unfold? 
Thou oanst not^ world ? still faint, still dull 

Till comes my quickening ?•— 
What ! never bright and beautiful 

Till I the lustre bring ? 

Yet welcome, world, to all I hav« ! 

Welcome to all I dare ! 
I gather not to hpar4 and save — 

My treasure do not spare ! 
Still may my heart embolden thee, 

My fulness ever fill ; 
I yet will try strange things for thee, 

Will go before thee still ! 

Take of my holy fire and bum ! 

Take of my life and live ! 
be thou ever quick to learn ! 

The lore I love to give. 
How holy-proud t&is soul of mine 

To fare so widely forth I 
How glad to bear the fire divine 

That kindleth all the earth ! 



MIGHT AND MERCY. 



I. 

Fast, fast the Eagle fiieth ; 

Bright bumeth her strong glance : 
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Yet with her fierce flighl vieth 

The fiery soul of Frapoe ! 
Seek ye the deeert-iaiiger ? 

Love ye the lion's path 1 
Face Paris the Avenger — 

Face Paris in her wrath I 
The Tiger doth not tarry. 

Fain would you try his spring ? 
So springeth awful Paris 

Upon the guilty king I 
Who with the Lion figbteth ? 

His roar is death alone : 
So Paris hardiy smiteth — 

So falls the startled Throne ! 

IL 

never mighty nation 

So mightily hath done ; 
Ne'er^ ne'er hath Gome relation 

Of fight so swiftly won. 
Strange, strange this awful glory—- 

But stranger, stranger far, 
The sweetness of the story. 

The dying of tiio wiff ! 

III. 

As cloud of April flieth, 

So passed the nation's frown : 

As gentlest babe^ down lieth. 
So lay strong Paris down, 
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As breaketh a^r thnild^r 

The holy Somaieir Even :— 
As when the stdnn 8kik» Under, 

Bright buTstdtfa'tkebiae hearren 
Thus swiftly, sweMf (^bwtith 

The angry soul of Fnuioe, 
Thus sudden — teilder gtoti^tii 

The terror of herglaiiee ! ' 
The Tyrant's threat is spokeA— . 

She rageth, Liori-wild ! 
The Tyrant- s jr6k^ h htcikeni-^ 

She smileth^ Angel^mild ! 
People stern' and tender! 

So mighfy and so mitek : 
Due glory who can render ? 

Thy praises who Ihall speak ? 
Vain, vain the world's endeavour 

To overtake thyfll^t ; 
Unreachable for ever 

Thy Mer(ff 'and thy fiTigfat ! 




L^USi 
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